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Fate 


Fate 
| zzy 


"Jeff! Jeff wake up! I'm running late!” came my mother's usual irratible morning voice. Most normal Americans 
take the time for a cup of coffee before attempting to socialize, not my mom. She was never up in time for 
coffee, therefore we all got to suffer the wrath. "Give Joe and Kevin cereal!" | can hear her running around 
from room to room searching for her car keys. She should have worn them around her neck because she's 
always losing them. "There's hamburger meat thawing in the sink! Make burgers tonight!" Then | hear the 
jangles of her keys, found in the bathroom obviously. "Gotta go boys!" 


Then with the slamming of the front door | hear her ungreased door hinge open on her piece of shit Ford. She 
gets in and slams the hell out of it, not because she's mad at it, but more that she has to. | hear the engine 
barely create enough monentum to turn the ignition over. Drag. Cough. Hiccup. To finally blairing with a 
screeching fan belt and a fully reved engine. | stare up at the bottom of Joe's bunk and sigh. 


Then my bedroom door bursts open and my overly worried baby brother Kevin comes running in "Jeff! Mom 
forgot to sign my report card!" He nearly panics with his seven year old, toothless expression. You can 
definitely tell he has a different dad than Joe and |. We were both laid back, like mom. Kevin was anything but 
laid back 


"Yep, me too," comes my 13 year old brother Joe's voice from the doorway. He stands there leaning on the 


door frame and dangling his report card with two fingers. 


| yawn and sit up, blinking until my vision clears. "Pen," | hold my hand out knowing that Kevin already has a pen 


in hand, cuz like | said, he's anything but laid back. And naturally he puts a pen in my hand. 


| take his report card and lay it on a book and forge mom's name. I'm getting really good at it too. It's not my 
fault that my mom is unorganized and forgetful. "Kevin," | say, "| want you and Joe to get off the bus at the 
high school and wait for me to get out of drivers Ed. And Joe, | want you to watch him this time," | look up at 
him seriously because the last time he watched him Kevin sprained his ankle. Joe just grabs his report card 


from me and rolls his eyes. 


They go into the kitchen and eat then catch the bus. | never take the bus to school. | like getting there in my 
own time, which | prefer to be slow paced. | roll myself a joint and throw my books in a bag. And not a book 
bag, no.a grocery bag because it's all we can afford. Three sons and a single mom didn't make for a very rich 


environment. 


| rush outside and pick up my bike off the ground. | light my joint and climb on, using only one hand to drive 
while the other held my books. When | build speed | don't need hands at all. | can turn and everything just by 
leaning. This frees up my hand to hold the joint and relight if necessary. 


| hold in a hit as | marveled at all the perfectly spaced rows planted with baby corn stalks. By Summer that 
field would be my sole source of privacy. It was the only place a fifteen year old boy can look up at the sky, 
feel the breeze, smell the air and beat off without interruption Needless to say, I've ran into this field many 


many times. 


| get to school and go through the same old boring routine for the lOth grade. Lunch and Band are usually the 
highlights of my day. But today was an exciting day | guess. | got to break through the constraints of my 


normal mundaneness because it was my first day of drivers Ed. 


It was a right of passage to getting a drivers license. | already knew how to drive, mom had taught me when | 
was ten so she could put on her makeup while on the way to drop us off at school. Then later so | could run 


errands for her. What can | say, my mom just isn't like other moms. 


She and dad divorced when | was eight. Six months later she was married to Kevin's dad. Three months after 
that, along comes Kevin. Was she cheating? Actually no, she just wasted no time in replacing dad. Kevin's dad 
used to push us all around and drink all the time. Grade A asshole. Mom got rid of him a year later, but thus 
began a trend for shitty relationships. My mom has awful tastes in men. 


Anyhow, l'm taking drivers Ed so my mom can get a ticket dropped. | was caught driving with no license so 

they took me in and towed my mom's car. She improvised a lot. | was changing diapers and making formula at 
rine. She taught me to drive and to cook by the time | was ten Maybe not the best parenting, but it was by 
any means necessary. Grandma helped out until everyone saw that | could manage things on my own. | guess 


I've always been mature for my age. 


That afternoon | slide into the back seat of this embarrassing monstrosity of a drivers ED car. Did they really 
have to put signs on them so everyone stares? | quickly take note of the second steering wheel and the 
teacher behind it. At the wheel is some stuck up rich girl not worthy of attaching a name to. 


Then the door across from me opens and a figure, slightly smaller than mine, slides into the seat beside me. 
He had red hair, but not in any shade that | had ever seen before. It was all the colors of fire and together 
glowed this orangish aura. It was about the same length as mine. | had seen him before, several times actually, 
its hard to forget the hair. I've heard some stuff here and there about him. Not many people liked him. He 
was an outcast because he had a hair trigger of sorts. The first time | ever lay eyes on him he was 
screaming and running down the hall with teachers chasing him. Things like that tend to leave a lasting 


impression. 


But | had never talked to him before. | had heard he was an asshole, but | never have been one to believe idle 
gossip at school. | had simply never had the opportunity to talk to him is all. I'm not exactly a social butterfly. | 
tended to stay to myself a lot. I've never minded my own company. | just don't have a lot in common with 


anyone my age. 


| slightly glance at his books on his lap as he slams the door shut and stares out the window into the sun. On 
top was a poetry book, Bishop was the only word | could see as far as the name went. But just beneath it | 
see a textbook with band names scrached into the book cover. | glance down at my own which looked quite 
similar. Several hours of boredom had gone into this artwork. So | look back over at his to see if | can make 
out any of the bands. And | do. Pretty much all of my favorite bands are there. Ok, so we actually have 


something in common. 


Then | realize that he's watching me watching him. | feel a need to recover quickly, I'm good at that. "So, you 


like Aerosmith?" | ask because what else could | ask? 


He seems almost shocked that I'm talking to him. Guess people didn't try very often. "Y..yeah," he sorta nods 


and shrugs at the same time. 


Ok, awkward. I've heard him screaming at people on more than one occasion, | would have never taken him for 
shy though. l'm the complete opposite, | come off as shy and I'm anything but. "Im in a band," | offer, hoping 
to keep the dialogue going. 


"Me too," he mumbled. He had a very deep voice for a I5 year old. Then | recall that I've heard something 


about him being in a church band or something. 


"Yeah? You sing or play?" | ask to keep the dust from settling. 
"Both," he says and glances at me briefly before his red eyelashes flutter away. 


"Me too," | smile. It would seem that in the span of one minute I've found someone that | have more in 
common with than anyone else at school. Who would have thought? "You should come by and jam sometime, 


maybe sing or something. tll be fun" 


| never forget the way he looked at me. It was almost thankful that | asked. "Really?" He asks in a questioning 


tone. 
"Yeah, sure, why not? I'm Izzy, by the way." 
Then he finally looks at me. "Bill." 


| can't resist a smile because he had amazing eyes. They were green, like fresh sweet peas. But the most 
amazing thing about them was that they seemed like they were a hundred years old and had seen a lifetime 
already. Something in there just begged something in me and | can't really explain what. He had freckles but his 
hair hid them. His cheek bones were high and defined. His skin was like milk and honey. And that hair caught all 
of the colors of the setting sun and shined like gold. He just didn't look like everyone else. | couldn't refrain 
from staring at him. | knew | was embarrassing the both of us, but | couldn't stop. There was just something 


about him that demanded attention | really hope he comes by to jam sometime. 


Uncertainties 


Author's Notes: 
Hi guys. l'm hoping that you guys get to read this. | have a mad stalker, it could be gone tomorrow.. 


Uncertainties 


Axl 


Nobody likes me. I'm above them all. Not in the sense that I'm better or anything, just more enlightened. It's as 
if I've already lived a life or two. Like perhaps | carried the knowledge that normal people don't seem too. And 
they don't really understand. | guess | have an ability to see the fakeness in things, especially people. Like the 
little old blue haired ladies at church that always greet you with a ‘hello sunshine’. When in reality they could 


care less about you. In fact, they think I'm trouble because my hair is too long. 


| don't personally feel that way, but | could always be wrong. Maybe the length of one's hair must be high and 
tight to have a relationship with God. Maybe my dad and half his congregation are right. Maybe the devil did 
want to use me as his vessel. Maybe it was something that | couldn't see but everyone else could. Maybe I'm 


damned. 


| do know that I've never meshed well with people. | know I'm temperamental. | go from hot to cold at land 
breaking speeds. Most people aren't that way. | seem truly hated because | am that way. So far at Jefferson 
High School I've only come across one person that | remotely have anything in common with, that Izzy boy | 
met in drivers ED. Somehow we liked all the same music. That wasn't anything | could say about any of the 


other kids at school. 


Izzy has invited me over to jam with he and his friends about five times now. | keep digging for excuses to 
blow him off. | know he doesn't understand why. The thing is, | don't know how to do what he wants me to do. | 
was afraid of messing up and having them all laugh at me. l'm in a Christian band. | seriously doubt that that's 
the kind of stuff that he and his friends are into. But thats the only thing | know how to play. 


Playing anything else is forbidden in my house. | have to listen to the new music on the radio in privacy. | do 
know the music, it's just not worth the risk if | get caught. Getting caught means getting knocked around by 
my dad. To which I've had my fair share of. In my house the only thing allowed is god. And my dad certainly 
didn't spare the rod and spoil the child. 


| don't think | have a very good home life. At least it seems this way when in comparison with everyone else. | 
don't think God dominates other households as wholly as mine. | don't know anyone else that gets beat for 


listening to popular radio or watching certain things on TV. No one has the devil beaten from their souls. Nor 


did their fathers creep into their rooms and fuck them as a means of punishment. All of this leads me to 
believe that my family life is abnormal. 


| think | was six or seven the first time my father really punished me. | remember that he made me get 
naked. Then he sat right next to me with his Bible in hand, turned to some scripture. He started to read it, 
then the next thing | knew his finger was in me. After that it turned into two fingers, then two turned into 
three. After three came his cock. Some nights | got lucky and he would only beat me. So | think it's probably 


logical to surmises that | have an abnormal child hood. 


So how could | ever get together with Izzy and his friends and jam? What if the jam day happens to be on the 
same day I'm sporting a black eye or a bruised jaw? How could | look into his kind eyes, brown peppered in 
green, and lie to him? | couldn't tell him the truth, no matter how much | might want to. And | did want to, 
he's been so nice to me. Nicer than all the fake little blue haired ladies at church. Izzy was a genuinely cool 
guy. He's just so calm and peaceful. His face carries a smile even when his lips don't. | felt drawn to him. But | 


don't think he will get me. And | don't want him to get me, no one should have to try to understand my life. 


"WILLIAM GET IN HERE!" Comes my father's voice. My younger brother Stuart sits up suddenly in his bed. He 
looks at me worriedly. He knows just as well as | do what comes with that tone. It was something none of us 


wanted to go through. 


| sigh and get up and go into the living room to see what sin | was to be accused of. The pennance would come 
later. When | reach the living room | find him standing there dangling the newest Rolling Stone magazine from 


two fingers. Shit. | can see my mother in the kitchen pretending to ignore everything. She never does help us. 


"What are you doing with this devil's book in my house?!" He shouts and throws it at me. He rushes over to 
me and grabs me by my arms. He shakes me. "The devil owns you boy!!" Then he shoves me down to my 


knees. "Pray boy! Pray to God for forgiveness boy! Ask him to take this demon from your soull" 


And | knew that | had better pray. So | do. | pray like | mean it, a very heart felt prayer that surely God would 
have to hear. But its just an act, | don't mean it. I'm not sorry because of some magazine. Its just a magazine. 
It wasn't of the devil. Screw the Reverend. It might be an act but | pray. | pray like there's no tomorrow. I'l 
say and do anything to avoid a beating and to hear scripture get dictated as my body gets violated in the 


worst ways. 


How can | possibly make friends when | live a life like this? How do | explain all the bruises, busted lips, and 
aching muscles? How do | tell them that I'm too afraid to hang out because it might break my father's rules? 
No one could ever understand what | go through day in and day out. That's precisely why | don't have friends. 
The Reverend would never approve of them anyway, not unless they were a member of his congregation, 


which lzzy isn't. 


Just as soon as | say Amen | can feel the back of his hand go across my face. The throbbing and the stinging 
set in immediately. My ears ring and my blood boils. Fuck this! | didn't have to stick around here for this 


bullshit! | jump up and run from the house. | run as fast as | can possibly go. | ran until | couldn't breathe. 


Where could | go to escape the Reverend? Where could | go that he wouldn't be able to find me? 


| quickly fish into my pocket for a tattered piece of paper that | had been carrying around for the last month. 
It was the address that Izzy had given me of where he and his friends gather to play. | carefully unfold it and 
attempt to read the almost unledgible address. Izzy had horrible hand writing. | made up my mind right there 
to go to this address. | would go there hoping to find Izzy. Yeah, that's where I'll go. The Reverend would never 
find me there. 


Being around Izzy and radiating in his calm was exactly what | needed to calm down. | can sing and just let 
everything melt away like it doesn't matter. Like it doesn't even exist. 


Awkward 


Awkward 

Izzy 

| don't know why it took Bill a month to get around to jamming with us. He kept putting it off, despite how 
many times | invited him. However, tonight it seems that he's changed his mind because he shows up. He 
showed up right as the sun was setting. | just looked up and there he was, standing in my friend Sammy's 
garage. He looked out of place and nervous. | knew | had to go over and greet him. His eyes flutter to the 
ground as | approach him. He quickly straightens his hair down over his cheeks. 

"Bill, hey man, I'm glad you finally decided to stop by," | smile. 


"Yeah, I've just been really busy," he just shrugs as he examines the cracks in the concrete. 


"Is cool, you're here now. Come meet the guys," | say motioning to them over my shoulder. He just swallows 


hard and nods as he follows me over to them. "Guys, this is Bill, he's a singer." 

They all look up at me with blank expressions. | can tell they're all wondering if | knew him. | guess they had 
seen him around too. Was this disapproval on their faces? | watch as Bill gives a curt head nod to no one in 
particular. But it's definitely not enough to erase the look on my friends faces. 

"He's gonna sing with us?" My friend David asks me with scrunched brows. 

"Yeah," | nod. 

"Ok," he said uneasily as he stared at Bill, "well.what can you sing?" 

Bill, who refused to make eye contact just shrugs. 


"How about the Stones? You sing the Stones?" My friend John asked him. 


He just nods as he continues to visually test the viscosity of the concrete beneath him, as if he expected it to 
turn into quick sand and swallow him alive. 


Cool," Sammy nods as he tunes his guitar, "Count it off Izzy." 
| go and sit behind my drums. | smile at Bill and motion to the mic. | can't help but notice how he swallows 


hard and timidly steps up to it. He raises a hand and gently touches it like he's afraid of breaking it or 
something. | count off and then the music begins. Poorly, | might add, but we try. 


Then Bill starts to sing sounding unsure of himself. His tone is very deep. In addition it's even. | can tell he's not 
singing out. Still, even with him only halfway trying he can still sing better than we can play. He had a voice 
that could be great if he could only find some confidence. | can even see surprised looks coming) to my friends 
faces. When Bill holds out a long note the hair on the back of my neck stands on end, quickly followed by my 
hair on my arms. Goosebumps start to form. It was Bills voice that did this to me. He was amazing, even 
rough and unfocused. 

Then about halfway through the first verse Dave messes up the bass line and throws us all off. He does this 
in the same exact place everytime we play this song. And that's something that isn't hard to do. In all honesty, 
we suck. 

We all start bitching at him in turn. He bitches back. Sammy shows him the chords, then the two of them 
argue over if its right or not. It wasn't like we had sheet music. Even if we did none of us knew how to read it 


very well. But you know what they say, the only way to Carnegie Hall is to practice. 


Finally the dispute is decided and we get ready to start over. But we find that our guest singer has vanished 
completely. 


"Where'd he go?" Sammy asks me. 


| can only shrug because | didn't have a clue. | hadn't seen him leave. | could see that he wasn't in the front 


yard. | highly doubt that he would have wandered into Sammy's house. Where the fuck did he go? 
"I'm glad he left," huffs John, "the guys fucking weird." 

"Yeah Izzy," Dave nods, "why didn't you tell us that you invited him?" 

"Well, we needed a singer,” | shrug. 

"Not him, he's too weird," John shakes his head. 

"Yeah? Well so is David Bowie," | mutter, "being weird seems to work fine for him." 

"He's right guys," Sammy reluctantly agreed with me, "He's supposed to be a big deal at the church." 
‘I'm sorry, did | miss when we became a Bible toting gospel band?" Dave frowns. 

But | stand my ground, "Well | thought he was real good, a little shy, but good." 

"He sounded nothing like Jagger," John shakes his head. 


And this much | agreed to. He didn't sound like Jagger because he isn't him. No one makes it in the he music 


business by sounding just like someone else. | planned to make it someday and it wouldn't be because | played 


just like someone else. I'm Izzy and | play like Izzy. And one day some other Midwestern teenage garage band 
would try to play like me. | felt like Bill had something really special. He caught and held my attention. That's 
something, something that it takes to make it. 


The next day at school | saw him. | had tried to make my way over so | could ask why he walked out on us. 
But he pretended to not hear me and vanished into the crowd. | didn't really understand why he was avoiding 
me. There was no drivers ED that afternoon, therefore | wasn't able to catch up with him there. Nor was | 
able to catch up with him the next day. | didn't even see him in the halls. When it came time for drivers ED 


he wasn't there. | really couldn't understand why he was avoiding me. 


But on the third day | got my answer. | was sitting in the cafeteria eating lunch, minding my own business and 
devouring a chili dog. A tray sits on the he table next to me but l'm not really paying attention. l'm 
preoccupied with the fact that | got one of the few chili dogs in which the lunch lady smothered it in cheese 
as opposed to sprinkled it. A mistake like this is always appreciated. 


"l'm sorry for running out," comes a deep baritone voice beside me. 


| try to chew a break in the cheese but it just keeps coming. | can feel chili deposit itself to the corner of my 
mouth. Of all the times for him to decide to start speaking to me again. | know | can't ignore him for proper 


table ettiquet. He might disappear again. So | turn my neck towards him, still eating. 


His eyes are naturally focused directly to my mouth. He smiles and looks down, He clears his throat, "It's just.. 


| don't think anyone thinks I'm any good." 


Finally that damn cheese stops coming and | can take the opportunity to wipe my mouth. | do as | swallow the 
huge amount of cheese in my mouth. Its so big that it hurts when | swallow and brings tears to my eyes. 
"Why would you think that?" | ask as | pretended to not be in pain. "And what's it matter? | mean.look at the 
Ramones. Not a lick of musical talent in the lot and they're millionaires. It's not always about talent. Sometimes 
it's more about the presence of a person. If you think people don't like how you sing give them something eles, 


entirely unique to you, that they can like. Do you understand?" 

"What if there's nothing special about me?" He glances up at me. 

"Then make something up," | matter of factly state 

"Yeah, but sill. | just dort feel like | fit in’ 

| sigh and hold up my hand, “Bill, just shut up" His lack of self confidence was appalling. | examine him closely. 


"You know what? | know what you need Come with me," | say standing up and leaving my tray on the table. Bill 
hesitates but eventually catches up to me with curiosity dancing in his eyes. 


